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And nightingales quite undeterred. 
And then that last extravagance — 
O Jeanne, a single amber glance 
Will pay him ! — "Let's play millionaire 
For just two hours — on princely fare, 
At some hotel where lovers dine 
A deux and pledge across the wine!" 
They find a damask breakfast-room, 
Where stiff silk roses range their bloom. 
The gargon has a splendid way 
Of bearing in grand dejeuner 
Then to be left alone, alone, 
High up above Rue Castiglione; 
Curtained away from all the rude 
Rumors, in silken solitude ; 
And, John, her head upon your knees — 
Time waits for moments such as these. 



THE LITTLE CAFE 

Montparnasse 

Sleek, pleasant, pompous and paternal 

Is our Eugene ; 
High priest and saint and alchemist of 

His copper-bright cuisine. 
He knows us all, translates us into French- 

Sonia the Muscovite, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Lee, of Kentucky, with his Pan's bold eyes, 

And Neville Denzil Whyte. 
"Petite Marmotte" and "Drole" and "Bon Sujet," 

He's handy with his phrase, 
The while he masks his horror at a misapplied 

Sauce Bearnaise. 
He supervises with a noble air 

The ignorant's menu: 
The little mademoiselle from Maine? — "Mais oui, 

Red wine and pot-au-feu." 

Some twenty years ago he boiled the mash 

For pigs, in rough Savoy, 
Crumbling the black bread from his hairy hand — 

A peasant boy. 
Belloy, that Beaux-Arts chap who dines alone, 

Saw once the ancestral stock, 
The father of Eugene, glued to the soil 

As lichen to its rock. 
Eugene had bought him with his hoarded sous 

The Auberge a" Or at Gex; 
The old man to his neghbors brags of 'Gene, 

Their simple souls to vex — 
How since he took the Grand' route years agone, 

A lord he is become, "Englees he spig." 
So saying, flourishes in their awed faces, 

His broom of twig. 
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